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One 


| dunno about you guys but | think that practise went really well" Lars said. "We're really gonna rock St Louis 
tonight". 


"It went very loud" Kirk laughed. "I hope we didn't disturb any guests". 

"Nah, we wouldn't do. We weren't even amped up" said Lars. "Anyway, we needed a practise before the show’. 
"In our hotel room though?" 

"Hey, its not my fault we couldn't get the stadium for this afternoon | didn't organise a football game there” 
It was summer, 1987. Metallica were touring the USA and so far, it was going really well. Lars smiled in 
satisfaction as he watched his band mates packing their gear away. He was looking forward to their show that 


night. 


"lm going downstairs and check what time dinner is" said Kirk. 


"OK then" said Lars. "But we might miss it if it clashes with our show". 
"Yeah, | guess we can get something to eat on the way if that happens". 


‘lm gonna get a shower" said Jason. He stood up and followed Kirk out of the room. James' eyes lingered on 


Jason a little longer than usual. The door closed. 


Lars finished packing his drums away. Glancing over at James, he saw that he was just sitting there, guitar on 
his lap and staring into the distance. 


"Hey James, what's wrong?" Lars asked. 

"Huh?" said James. 

"What's up?" 

"Nothing 

Lars sat down next to James. "Come on Jamie. | know something's bothering you. Spit it out, will ya?" 


James shrugged. "Well, it's nothing actually BOTHERING me" he said. "H's just we haven't pranked Newkid in 


ages". 


"Hmm, didn't we sneak chillies into his cheese sandwich last weekend?" Lars snickered. "That was fucking funny! 


Poor Jason, I've never seen anybody drink so much water in one go". 


"Yeah but that was last weekend" said James. "We need to prank him again. He's gonna start thinking we like 


him otherwise". 
Lars laughed. "Fair enough boss. What shall we do to him then?" 
James sighed. "That's the problem. I've thought and thought and | can't come up with anything at all". 


"Hmm, let me think too" said Lars. "It's gotta be something good, something really different from our usual 


stuff. 


"Yeah" James agreed. He finally got up and put his guitar in its case. Lars pulled off his t-shirt and shook his 
hair free. After Kirk had finished his shower, he would have one too. 


Suddenly, a brilliant idea came to Lars. Smiling wickedly, he went back over to James. 


‘Ive got it" he said. "Listen to this buddy... 


Two 


James had thought it was so easy, to trick Jason in such a way. Sweet innocent young Jason, newly brought in 
to Metallica, still learning the ropes. He thought he was a member but only with certain.behaviours could he 


be a true member. 

At least that is what James wanted him to believe. 

It was so easy for James, to convince Lars and Kirk to say the right things at the right moments. It was the 
night after their show and they were at the hotel bar, enjoying a day off before moving on to their next 


destination. 


While James was away, getting drinks at the bar, Lars smiled at Jason in his winning way and then spoke to 
him. 


"How are you liking your time in Metallica Jase?" he asked 
Jason started, surprised to not be called the unkind nickname Newkid; did this mean that Metallica, or at least 


Lars, were accepting him at last? Kirk was sipping his beer, obviously uninterested. Jason risked a small smile 
at Lars. 


Its uhh great, thank Lars. l'm so happy to be in Metallica’. Jasons! eyes began to shine. Lars returned the 
smile, though there was a bit of smirk playing around his lips. 


"Yeah, you're our new bassist. But Jase..".. Lars hesitated, smirking again. "Are you really a member of 


Metallica?" 
Jason went blank. "Am |?" 


Lars supped from his beer tankard. "Well, yes and no". He hesitated, long enough to make Jason feel unnerved. 


"Yes, as in you officially are but as for really BELONGING, well.” 
Kirk frowned. Jason hung his head a little, letting his copper curls partially hide his face. 
"Hey, it's cool" said Lars, patting Jason on the back. "Don't worry Jase. All you have to do is... 


Jason looked nervous. He suspected some kind of initiation, something that would either be painful or 


humiliating, or if James had organised it, probably both! 


Lars laughed. "Its nothing terrible. In fact, you'll probably really like it!" 


"Go on then. What do | have to do?" 


Lars glanced over at the bar, where James was having an animated conversation with Dave Mustaine. Lowering 


his voice, Lars said "You've got to make out with James". 


Jason gasped and jumped back in his seat, so shocked that he nearly fell over backwards. A couple of people 
looked round to see what the fuss was. Kirk giggled and Lars gave Jason his sweetest smile yet. 


"I knew you'd be excited about it!" he chirruped. "| was when we first formed Metallica’. 

"You uhhh, made out with James?" Jason asked in a whisper. 

"Yeah, of course" said Lars. "Well, it wasn't a requirement then, seeing as we started the band together. But 
what happened was, we got drunk and sorta, well, made out the first night". Kirk giggled again. "Then, the next 


morning, we both agreed it was so much fun that all our new band members should do it too, if they really 


wanted to be part of the band". 

"Shit, Lars" Jason said weakly. "I, |.".he looked over to where James and Dave were still talking. "So did Dave?" 
"Yeah, course he did" said Lars. "And Ron, Cliff and Kirk". Jason raised his eyebrows and Kirk chuckled, 

"You'll love it Jase" he said. "James is a very good kisser". 

Jason gulped, obviously very nervous. He took a sip of beer and wasn't at all surprised to see his hands 
shaking as they held the glass. It wasn't just the thought of making out with another guy. It wasn't even the 
thought of James (who Jason thought was pretty intimidating). It was the fact that Jason secretly found 


James very attractive. The idea of making out with him and James being willing was both amazing and 


terrifying, all at once. 

However, there was a seed of doubt lurking within Jason's mind. Although he'd only been a member of 
Metallica for 6 months, his new band mates had played more tricks on him than he'd had hot dinners. What if 
this was just another prank? Jason voices his suspicions but was immediately cried down by Kirk and Lars. 
"No way! It's true, 100% true!" 


"Would Kirk know how good James was at kissing if they'd never done it before?" 


"And would Lars be able to make up such an outlandish story about his and James’ first night in Metallica, just 
off the top of his head, like that?" 


"And if it WAS a trick, wouldn't we just let James tell you himself. Think how much scarier that would have 


been?" 


"Guys." said Jason helplessly. He knew he could probably think of 100 reasons why Lars and Kirk's protests 
weren't real but the thought of making out with James was pushing all reason and common sense out of his 
head. Kirk was giving him big puppy eyes. Lars' eyes were round, innocent and very convincing. Jason sighed, 


knowing he was defeated again. 


"Alright, alright, | believe you" he said. The glee on his band mates' faces was unmistakable. "So, uh, how do | 


handle this? Should | speak to James about it?" 
"Hell, no!" Lars scolded “That's too fucking formal. Nah, you gotta go to his room". 
Jason went pale. "B-but | can't get it. | don't have a key". 


Lars pulled a key from his pocket and waved it under Jason's nose. "I do though. James gave it me to look 


after cos he was worried about losing it". 
"Uh, right. So when I've drunk my beer, I'll.” 


"Nah, stop messing about Jase" said Lars. He scrambled up off his chair. "C'mon, let's go now. I'll let you in and 
you just chill out until James come up. Then." Lars paused and giggled. 


"Yeah" Jason laughed weakly. As Lars led him away, he risked a glance over his shoulder at James. He was stil 
talking to Dave, a nearly empty beer glass in his hand. His back was turned and Jason could see his long, blonde 


hair; slightly damp from the heat and tumbling down his neck. 


| dont believe Im gonna do this! Jason though wildly. 


Three 


Poor Jason, he had been in James room only ten minutes and yet it felt like ten hours. With every passing 
second, his resolve weakened and on more than one occasion, he thought about just leaving and calling the 
whole thing off. One moment, he thought that it was a trick and James would come in, see him there and 


sneer at him for being so gullible. 


Ha, what the fuck, Newkid? You really thought I liked to make out with my band mates? You fucking queer prick 


Then James would laugh scornfully and Jason would die of shame. 


"Shit! | can't do this. I've gotta get out of here" Jason panicked. He got up from James’ bed, where he had been 
sitting and went over to the door. Just as he was about to touch the handle, there was a click and the door 


opened. James stood framed in the doorway and Jason nearly cried out in shock. 


James' face was flushed, though he didn't look too drunk. (Jason had seen him drunker). His eyes were slightly 
bleary and he had undone the top two buttons on his shirt. Jason tried to avoid looking to see how much of 


his chest was visible; he was flustered enough as it was. 


"Uh, Jason? What the fuck are you doing in here?" James demanded. 

"l-Im here for..".Jason knew he had to speak before his completely lost his nerve. "I came for my initiation so | 
could be a proper member of Metallica, like what Kirk and Lars and.and the others did when they first joined". 
His words tumbled out so quickly that it took James a minute to make sense of them all. 


Jason cringed, waiting for James to start laughing. But he didn't. He stared at Jason, blue eyes wide, a look on 
his face that almost suggested shock. He wiped his hand across his mouth, self consciously. Then he turned 


and pushed the door to behind him. It closed with a soft click. 


Suddenly, James grabbed Jason and pushing him up against the wall, he began kissing him. He held Jason firmly 
in place while his lips roamed all over Jason’ face and neck. Jason froze in shock, almost unable to believe it 
was really happening. Lars and Kirk hadn't been tricking him; James really did make out with the new band 


members. 


Kirk hadn't lied about James being a good kisser too. His lips were soft but firm and Jason felt a little shiver 
of pleasure every time they touched his skin. At last, James homed in on Jason's mouth and Jason, now more 
eager than scared, parted his lips to allow James to kiss him properly. James didn't seem surprised at this 
gesture; in fact, it encouraged him to kiss Jason more forcefully. He released Jason from his grip; instead 


sliding one arm around his waist and moving the other up to caress Jason's hair. 


At last, James broke the kiss and he pulled away, gazing at Jason with lust-filled eyes. Jason was flushed and 
panting for breath. His heart beat quickly and his body felt hot with excitement. 


"You like that huh?" James whispered, his hot breath tickling Jason's ear. He began removing Jason's shirt, 
tugging at the buttons roughly until they popped free. "Is this what you came in here for?" 


Jason wasn't quite sure what to say, as his passion seemed to have rendered him speechless for the moment. 
Instead he smiled and helped James undress him, wriggling out of his shirt. James grinned, then yanked off his 
own shirt and cast it onto the floor. Jason barely had time to admire James’ naked chest before he was 


steered over to the bed and pushed backwards onto it. 


"You're gonna get a lot more than you expected" said James, kicking off his trainers and climbing on top of 


Jason. 


"How do you know how much | expect?" Jason asked, a saucy look appearing in his eyes. James blinked, startled 


at Jason answering him back. Then he smirked. 

"| don't" he said. "But I'm damn sure gonna make sure that you get more than however much it is". 

Jason laughed but he was quickly silenced by James kissing him again. He felt James arms wrap around him, 
holding him in a tight, possessive hug. Feeling much more confident, Jason returned the embrace and James’ 
kiss. For ages now, even before he had joined Metallica, Jason had had a secret crush on James. He had often 
daydreamed about making out with him and sometimes, even dreamed about him when asleep. Yet, never in his 


wildest dreams had Jason thought that such a thing could become reality. 


They made out for a few minutes, then James paused and gazed down at Jason His eyes sparkled and there 


was a genuine smile on his lips. 

"How far do you want to go?" he said. 

Jason gasped. James was asking him something. It was possibly the first time since he had been in Metallica 
that James had asked rather than ordered. Jason blushed, his whole body trembling with passion. He knew what 
his answer would be. Yet, suddenly he felt very shy. 


"|.with the others..how far did." 


"Shh" said James, putting a finger to Jasons’ lips. "That doesn't matter. What matters is you and me here now, 
together". 


Jason smiled and gazed at James longingly. "Yeah" he said, nodding his head. 
"Yeah?" repeated James amused. "And that means?" 
Jason slid his arms round James and pulled him back down for another kiss. What he was too shy to say in 


words, he could show James with action. He felt James' arms go underneath and around him and he sighed, 


closing his eyes and surrendering to his passion 


Four 


Jason lay curled up next to James in his bed; warm and content. He smiled to himself, thinking about what they 
had just shared together. Jason couldn't help but wonder if any of the other members of Metallica, present or 
former had gone as far as he and James had that night. James had definitely been right when he had said 
that Jason would get lots more than he expected. 


Jason glanced over to James, who was turned towards him, sleeping. His soft hair cascaded over the pillow and 
he was making a cute, snuffling sound. His usual smirk had vanished and he looked younger and more innocent 


than Jason had ever seen him before. 

"Sleep well James" Jason whispered in his ear. Then he put an arm around James, snuggled up close to him and 
drifted off to sleep too. 

REEE EEE III RRR IR IRR RR I 

Next morning dawned grey and dull. A heavy mist blanketed the sky, though Lars knew that soon it would lift 
and the day would turn hot and sunny. He yawned as he made his way towards the bus. They were off to 
Chicago and Lars hoped that the crowd at their show that evening would be as wild as the St Louis one had 
been, 

"| wish we didn't have to leave so early" Kirk groaned as he walked past Lars. "l'm still half asleep". 

“Shouldn't have drank so much last night then, should ya?" Lars taunted him. Kirk reached out to give Lars a 
wedgie but Lars skilfully dodged him. He followed James and Jason onto the bus. They both seemed really 
sleepy too and James was yawning more than Lars. 

Lars sat down and James caught Jason's eye before flumping down next to Lars. Jasons’ cheeked turned pink 
but he didn't look at all unhappy. He grabbed his bag and began rooting round in it for something. James had a 
bit of a grin on his face, which he quickly hid behind a rock magazine he had picked up. 


"Did you sleep well Jamie?" Lars asked sweetly. James grunted and shrugged his shoulders. 


"Hehe, onto Chicago!" said Lars, poking James. "| can't wait to hit the bars and check out the girls there, oh 


yeah and play our show of course". 


"By the way Lars" James said in an undertone. "Next time, remember to tell Jason it's a prank before he 


makes it up to my room, will ya?" 


Lars smiled at James innocently. 


The End 


